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Capstone Project Introduction 
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Dr. Greg Johnson 
Developing Craft 
 
I grew up reading the fables of Aesop, the adventures of Robert Louis Stevenson, the 
machinations of Alexander Dumas, the intrigues of H. G. Wells, the otherworlds of Jules Verne, 
and the wanderings of Kipling.  These gentlemen became my early teachers.  Around the 
breakfast and dinner tables, and on the porch, my grandmother told family tales and Scottish and 
Irish legends and mythologies.  With such a wealth of story telling, I began repeating my favorite 
narratives and making up stories of my own.  I did not know how to write yet, I was just 
beginning my formal education, but I was acquainted with oral tradition. 
As I learned how to put my stories down on paper, I found that my passion for reading 
continued into my passion for writing.  Naturally, my stories were narratives because the stories 
that intrigued me, The Three Musketeers, Kidnapped, Treasure Island. 
My school published short stories in the school newspaper.  In third and fourth grade, my 
stories became regular features and I found the enjoyment of being published and of my peers 
commenting on my work.  The recognition fuelled my desire to write and to become more 
creative with my stories, which in turn fed my need to read.  I have heard it said that in order to 
be a truly good writer, you must read constantly.  This was not a problem for me; The Time 
Machine kept me enthralled, Oliver Twist kept me guessing, and The Prince and the Pauper kept 
me wishing to explore different lives. 
I moved to Georgia from England when I was eight.  Life changed completely.  My life 
grew too complicated over the next seven years found to write.  The writing I did manage was 
not worth remembering.  My reading became less for enjoyment and more for escape.  I read a 
lot of pulp science fiction and fantasy that offered stock characters, clichéd plots, and stilted 
dialogue.   
At the end of this period, my life took a major turn as I lost my family in a car accident.  
Reading became a necessity for me, a refuge.  I began writing poetry as a means of therapy and 
of trying to hang onto my sanity.  I also found a different genre of books.  Required reading in 
school kept me engaged and going.  Utopias and dystopias became a favorite subject, perhaps as 
a way of looking at my life in addition to getting the grade.  Ray Bradbury’s Fahrenheit 451 
mirrored my love for literature.  S. E. Hinton’s The Outsiders and John Steinbeck’s Of Mice and 
Men fed my need for family and redefined my concept of family.  Jonathan Swift’s Gulliver’s 
Travels, J. D. Salinger’s Catcher in the Rye, Robert Cormier’s The Chocolate War, John 
Knowles’s A Separate Peace, and Harper Lee’s To Kill a Mockingbird helped me understand 
that I was not alone in my feeling of isolation despite being in a sea teeming with other people’s 
voices.   
Books like William Golding’s Lord of the Flies, George Orwell’s 1984, Voltaire’s 
Candide, Aldous Huxley’s Brave New World, and Mark Twain’s Adventures of Huckleberry 
Finn helped me understand that life was in my hands.  I was responsible for my own destination.  
All the books from this period in my life encouraged me to look inward and find the stories I had 
to tell.  I began writing again.   
Learning Craft 
My writing matured.  No longer were my stories those of boyhood adventures.  
Introspective explorations dominated my work as I wrote the events and history of my life into 
fictional accounts.  Writing prose and poetry became therapeutic as the stories wanted to come 
out, as they demanded attention, as they had to be told, even if no one ever saw them.  I was my 
audience.  When I did write for another audience, it was less of what I wanted to write and more 
of what they wanted to read.  I learned the difference between public and private writing just as I 
learned the difference between my public and private lives.  I began looking toward the future.   
I applied to the University of Georgia to pursue a degree in English.  My writing took 
another turn as I was introduced to academic writing.  I enjoyed the analysis and synthesis of 
literature and the exploration of themes and characters and the reflection of history in the 
literature of the era in which it was written.  Academic writing became my public writing and my 
private writing stopped completely. But, for the first time, I was deciding my life’s path. 
Life took another major change as I met the woman I would marry and for the first time 
in my life, I found myself content.  The subject matter of my reading also changed.  I began 
reading popular pastoral novels like Lillian Jackson Braun’s The Cat Who . . . series, and Jan 
Karon’s Mitford series.  The novels were more like character studies that masqueraded as light 
mysteries.  I fell in love with characterization as I watched primary and secondary characters 
grow from one book to the next over the breadth of multi-volume series.  My reading matched 
the mood of my position in life. 
Eventually I would obtain a Bachelor’s degree in English Education from Kennesaw 
State University.  Education was my second passion, behind writing.  I was in a place to do what 
I wanted to do instead of what I had to do and I began writing again.  The writing was not 
anything serious at first, but the passion started to surface again.  One of my English Education 
classes was Teaching Writing as a Process.  It was during this class that I believe I truly became 
a writer.  I began writing poetry and while I was not writing prose, ideas for novels kept coming 
to me.  I write them down to explore later when I had more time. 
My writing reacquired some of its insistence to get out and to be written.  My craft had 
matured and the stories had a more mature hand.  I did not write for escape or for therapy, but to 
create a coherent story.  I wrote for an audience outside of myself and drew inspiration from the 
pain of my life, and the triumphs.  My view on what writing was and what made up a good writer 
was different from the childhood escape adventures.  It was different from the introspective 
dystopias.  It was different from the solitary isolationisms. It was different from the uplifting 
characterizations.  It was all of these things.  But, while my writing had matured, the craft was 
untrained and the necessary discipline did not exist. 
I applied to the Professional Writing program at Kennesaw State to learn how to craft the 
stories I had to tell.  While I believed I had talent, I knew I did not know how to craft a story that 
would engage and enrapture the reader.  I did not have the tools to make my writing stand out. 
At this point in my education and in my writing, I was of the Victorian Romantic 
influence and preferred the epic narrative to the modern style.  My stories were plot driven, and 
while they did contain dialogue and character interaction, the conversations gave information but 
did not truly move the story forward.  My first true semester of formal education in the 
Professional Writing program provided me an opportunity to address this issue in the form of 
Playwriting with Dr. Aaron Levy and Screen and Television Writing with Jeffrey Stepakoff.   
Playwriting and screenwriting rely primarily on the spoken word to tell and relate a story.  
It is in the conversations between characters that the audience gains an understanding of the plot.  
In a manner of speaking, these mediums bring oral tradition and the written word together into a 
single form.  My writing, especially of dialogue benefits from hearing my words spoken.  Having 
other people read my work allows me to hear where something is not working, or where it 
sounds stilted or forced.  It gives me the opportunity to hear it as though I were in the audience at 
the theater or cinema.  In hearing my work read in this way, I gain greater understanding of the 
value of well-written dialogue and how to improve my writing of characters as the characters are 
defined in these mediums by their words, their speeches, and the actions that come from them. 
 
Practicing Craft 
In my novel, The Lost, this served to improve the novel as a whole, and in individual 
parts.  When I first started writing The Lost, the first two chapters consisted of ten pages of 
narrative as we met Beca and Dunk.  I had not written a single line of dialogue.  When I looked 
at the pages and read them aloud, I found they did not flow well and became dull.  The print on 
the page looked like bricks stacked on top of each other.  It was neither pleasant to the ear, or to 
the eye.  Reviewing what I had learned in playwriting and screenwriting, I broke the wall of 
bricks with dialogue that gave the characters life and personality.  It changed my writing from 
being an observer distanced from the text, to being an engaged reader experience the text 
alongside the characters.  The character themselves moved the narrative along instead of being 
carried by blocks of the narrative plot.  With dialogue, the characters came alive, the narrative 
flowed, and I was able to say more with fewer words. 
I have never been accused of being concise.  Like the Victorian writers, I tend to long 
passages of over-written prose and poetry.  An education in dialogue helped me see that this was 
not a voice currently favored by readers and writers unless it was well written.  Taking Poetry 
and Advanced Poetry with Dr. Ralph Wilson helped me look at words with an eye to finding the 
right words and a conservation of verbiage.  It also gave me a lesson in discipline. 
In poetry, we were required to produce a poem every week.  This was a daunting class to 
an individual that wrote when the inspiration struck them and not by a regime.  Most writers that 
publish a book, and all of my professors, have said you should set aside a time to write every day 
in order to hone and make the most of your talent.  I never believed this was necessary; however, 
my poetry classes changed my mind.  I sat down to write every morning and every night at 
designated times.  I found that I might not use what I had written during a particular writing 
session, but when inspiration struck, I had the discipline to write it instead of putting it off for 
when I felt ready.  I also discovered that out of some writings that were not used, a spark of 
inspiration might germinate and become something worthy of exploration.   
The regimen of weekly work and deadlines were not intended to produce the inspiration, 
they were meant to be to develop disciple and habits so I would be able to sit down and write 
when the inspiration came.  I improved my craft through practice and writing became easier and 
more concise because I gained control over the necessary skills and made writing a priority in 
my life.  A writer who does not write is not a writer.  The deadlines imposed by weekly poetry 
requirements trained me to make the most of my writing time.  Part of that is making the most of 
each word and not using too many when fewer well-chosen words will do the job. 
I continued learning my craft while taking Creative Writing with Dr. Greg Johnson and 
Advanced Creative Writing with Mr. Tony Grooms.  In these classes, I learned how to create an 
interesting story arc and to tell a complete story in the format of a short story.  I found this of 
great value because in each class because I have a tendency to over-write.  The courses forced to 
examine every word and detail.  If something in the story did not advance the plot or reveal 
something insightful, it was eliminated. 
I tried to bring this experience to The Lost.  Each individual chapter was designed to tell a 
complete story and must have a complete story arc.  On a broader scope, The Lost is told through 
using multiple third person limited points-of-view.  This meant that each character must have a 
complete story arc.  The tale as a whole had to have a story arc.  Utilizing the skills learned in the 
creative writing classes honed my ability to look forward and plan the story in outlines that 
guided the story and moved it along.  Secondary story arcs contributed to the overall arc of the 
story and to the characters, which in turn drove the arc of the novel.  Everything in the writing 
had meaning and was interconnected to the rest of the story. 
The courses gave me the tools to turn my attention to the story I wanted to tell as my 
capstone project. 
My original intent for the Lost was to write character studies of the four main characters.  
I wanted to highlight how the choices people make in their lives set them on their paths and the 
regrets that can come from these decisions.  The Lost was meant to be characters study from the 
beginning.   
Beca was the first character to come to mind.  The idea of Beca came to me a long time 
before I started writing The Lost.  I wrote a character sketch of her in which I explored the 
recovery of a teenage prostitute addicted to drugs and her road to recovery.  She became my 
central character and I knew what I wanted to do with her from the beginning.  I made her an 
under-age runaway from a middle-class family because I wanted her to be I wanted to make her 
an every-man to highlight that her situation, while extreme, could happen to anyone. 
The character of Dunk was conceived of much later than Beca.  I enjoyed writing Beca’s 
profile and story arc in the planning of what I wanted to do for my capstone project.  Again, the 
idea of Dunk had been floating around in my head for some time.  I knew from the beginning 
that Dunk was to be an older homeless man suffering from trauma-induced synesthesia and 
alcohol-induced amnesia.  His story, like Beca’s story, was to be a one of recovery and growth as 
he recovered his past, and fought the burden of alcoholism.   
I wanted Dunk to be different from Beca, but the details of his life and how he came into 
his situation did not emerge until I started writing the novel.  In a sense, the character spoke to 
me from the ages and helped me flesh out who he was.  I discovered that he was Muslim.  This 
gave me a point of conflict in that I knew I was going to use the church in some manner as a path 
to recovery.  The trauma Dunk experienced to put him on his path became clear to me as I wrote.  
Dunk was a fireman in 9/11.  I did not know this was a part of his story until I wrote his first 
three chapters.  The more I wrote about Dunk, the more he fleshed out he became and the details 
of his life became clear to me.  
Santiago was another character that was clear to me from the beginning.  I knew who he 
was and what I wanted to do with him.  Originally, I did not have him with Luis.  Luis was a 
surprise.  He was a character that emerged when I was writing Santiago’s first chapter.  I needed 
a foil for Santiago.  In creating Luis, I could show Santiago as a sympathetic character.  He was 
going to change the least in the story as he dealt with his decision to join the Perdidos gang.  He 
started changing as I wrote his chapters and I found that his character growth would be the 
opposite of Beca and Dunk’s stories as he became more thug-like and less like the diamond-in-
the-rough. 
Michael was to be Santiago’s foil before I came up with the character of Luis.  His story 
arc has remained unchanged as I write him.  His plot altered as I wrote.  I was not sure how to 
end his story and debated whether he was going to be the main antagonist of the story or if he 
was going to find redemption at the end.  With the creation of Luis, a much stronger character, 
the latter option was chosen. 
Andre was conceived of very late in the writing.  I debated on whether to make him a 
support character or a main character with his own chapters.  I wrote the first twelve chapters 
without writing chapters for Andre.  But as I wrote, his storyline became more essential to the 
overall story.  I needed to make him a more central character, thus I rewrote some earlier 
chapters so I could add him into the story. 
The intention of The Lost was to be a character study and a story of growth and recovery 
as the characters come to grips with the fact that their choices brought them to their beginning 
state in the story.  The mystery and crime parts of the story came to me after I had written the 
first twelve cycles.  This is where it became important for me to bring Andre up as a main 
character because he gave me a way to look at crime from a different perspective than the other 
characters.  All of the support characters came from the need to have a comparison/contrast for 
the main characters as a way to show their growth and to show what the primary characters could 
have been if they continued on their current paths of life.   
As I worked on the project, many lessons from my creative writing courses influenced 
the telling of the story.  Details became more important as I needed to make the characters feel 
real.  I wanted them to be stereotypes because I wanted to break them out of those stereotypes.  
To do this I needed to pay attention to details and character motivation as they explored 
themselves and the world around them.  I found that by reacting to their worlds, they could grow 
and find real growth. 
Dialogue has always been a problem for me.  When I wrote chapters in The Lost, my 
characters had very little dialogue.  Everything was moved along by exposition with a great deal 
of introspection.  In one of my creative writing classes, we studied Hemingway’s Hills Like 
White Elephants.  As I noticed the lack of dialogue in my story, Hemingway came to mind and I 
looked at how a story could be moved forward and how details of the world and characters could 
be expressed and revealed through dialogue.  The rewrite became a necessity, as long and 
tedious exposition would not hold the reader’s attention.  Dialogue made the story much more 
engaging. 
In chapter ten, Micheal’s observations of the world and his conversation with Derek was 
told in exposition.  Changing it to dialogue made it more active and interesting, reveling 
information organically instead of through a mechanical process.  It also breaks up the text 
making it more pleasing to the reader. 
The same is true of chapter eleven, I originally wrote the interaction between Andre and 
Thad primarily as summary, telling the relationship between the brothers and Andre’s 
dysfunctional family in exposition.  The dialogue tells the story better: 
“Hello Father.” 
“Little brother, the next time you call me Father, I’ll give you ten Hail 
Mary’s and twenty Our Fathers.”  They shook hands, embraced in a hug, and the 
priest looked his brother over.  “So, not working today?” 
“They give us a day off now and then,” Andre said, straightening his shirt 
and jacket. 
“You should take advantage of it and spend some time relaxing, at home.” 
Andre’s smile vanished, his jaw tightened, his forehead creased.  His 
brother saw the reaction and moved to the altar to light a candle.  “Thad . . .” 
“Edie misses you.  I was over playing catch with Sam yesterday.  He’s got 
quite an arm on him.” 
“Does he?”  Andre’s eyes drifted with his voice. 
“And Angie’s almost a young lady.  She’s three now isn’t she?” 
“Yes, she is.”   
        The Lost, p. 53 
 
“Andre, you need to spend more time with them.” 
“I saw them an hour ago.  They’re fine.”  Andre looked back at the pews.  
No one seemed to be paying attention.  He didn’t feel comfortable discussing his 
personal life in the open.  Andre took hold of his brother’s elbow and pulled him 
into a nearby side chapel. 
“Andre, Edie talks to me.” 
“I know Thad, I know.  But she knows this is what I want.” 
“I think it might be becoming too much of your life, little brother.”  Thad 
checked to make sure he was not disturbing anyone, “You should be at home.” 
        The Lost, p. 54  
 
The setting has been left intentionally vague because I wanted to concentrate on the 
character studies and make the setting an every-town.  The Lost is a story about choices and the 
location is generic for that reason.  It has been suggested that the setting needs to be stronger.  If 
the characters are going to react to the world around them, then that world must feel as real as the 
characters themselves. 
The strongest aspect of descriptors come in the chapters involving Dunk and Santiago.  
Dunk’s synesthesia causes him to see colors when he hears sounds: “They had not come to him, 
neither had his angel.  He wanted to see her, to remember her face, her voice, the gentle white 
glow that soothed him.  Somehow, they had taken her from him, along with the alcohol.  Now 
the colors were constant.  Every sound, every noise brought a new chromatic scale.” (The Lost, 
p. 59).  This is an integral part of his character.  It allows him to identify people without seeing 
them as each person has a color associated with them, and it identifies his world. 
Santiago’s vision of the world is seen through an artist’s eyes.  He sees things as 
idealistic and romanticized: 
Santiago looked down at the blood on his white t-shirt.  It formed an odd 
misshapen face, a close-up of a rose, a landscape, or maybe a Japanese 
watercolor, a crimson mountain and water on rice paper.  Santiago could see them 
all.  He wanted the stain to be any of them, just not blood. 
He looked back and saw his victim pull himself up off the cold, wet 
pavement.  The well-lit brownstone behind him gave a warm glow even through 
the rain, an urban lighthouse calling the wayward home and warning against 
danger.  It had failed this time.  Santiago smiled and looked up so that the drops 
seemed to float and sway as little white dots against the streetlight-blemished sky.  
He felt his face glisten as rain fell upon his skin.  He could have lost himself in 
that moment, seeing the world as a dream, reality frozen, life captured whole and 
complete, but that was a time lost in his past.  Santiago wanted to stand there, to 
bathe in the light, to let the shower caress him, but he couldn’t; he had to put 
distance between himself and the bruised and broken man. 
       The Lost, pp. 6 - 7  
 
Santiago’s way of looking at the world identifies him and breaks the mold of his gang-member 
character, giving him a trait that sets him apart from his peers. 
The Lost has to be told in an engaging and realistic manner that will compel a reader to 
continue turning the pages.  To accomplish this goal, I pursued the Masters of Professional 
Writing at Kennesaw State University.  The workshop format of the courses in the Professional 
Writing program helped me come to gain writing proficiency and to raise the quality of my craft.  
As a result, the story of The Lost has become richer and holds the reader’s attention.  Workshops 
gave me the opportunity to hear and see reader reactions to my tale and to my writing.  Without 
the workshops, my craft would not have improved.  I can tell the tale now, but I have a long way 
to go in improving my craft as a writer.  The most important part is to write and to look at my 































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































D o n n a c h a i d h  | T h e  L o s t  | 106 
 
John Donnachaidh 
1839 Chondra Dr 2070 
Marietta, Georgia 30062 
jano@mindspring.com 
(404) 372 – 9788 
Project: Novel: The Lost 
 2075 
Continuing Story Plot: 
 
Cycles 1 – 5: The first five cycles comprise the first “book” of The Lost, in which the major and 
minor players are introduced told through the POV of the five main characters. 
 2080 
Note:  Andre, Matthews, Hicks, and Walsh have been changed to detectives.  This makes them 
less identifiable visually as officers and gives them more freedom in the story.  Some cosmetic 
changes will be necessary in the narrative. 
 
Cycle 6: Cycle six moves into the three characters, Dunk, Beca, and Santiago getting to 2085 
know each other and the beginning of their recoveries.  Santiago begins living at the church and 
working as a handy man and janitor to earn his keep.  Thad asks him to watch over Dunk and 
Beca when he cannot.  Andre comes to realize that his view of the world, including his partner, 
“Billy” Matthews, is not as simple as it seems.  Michael must consider his situation in light of his 
recent attack by Billy. 2090 
 
Cycle 7: Cycle seven continues the healing process and the reader gets to know Beca better 
as she begins to both open up and break down.  Dunk begins to come out of his shell and 
reconnect to the world through helping Beca through her torments.  Santiago returns to his art 
and tries to find meaning in the events of his life as he talks with Thad and Beca and helps Dunk.  2095 
He and Beca develop a friendship.  He encounters Luis’s brother.  Andre continues to have 
issues at home and discovers that he and Matthews are under investigation by Internal Affairs. 
 
Cycle 8: Cycle eight turns the tables on Dunk and Beca as Dunk’s memory begins to 
return, in part, due to his administering to Beca.  Beca continues her recovery and deals with her 2100 
choices in life.  Dunk realizes that he is a Muslim.  Beca and Santiago become closer.  Santiago 
discovers the drugs in the confessional and he and Thad have a confrontation with Michael.  
Michael escapes.  Hicks and Walsh are called in to investigate.  Michael, Derek, and Luis argue 
over the fact that Michael was discovered and lost an entire “supply” of drugs.  Derek suggests 
that maybe Michael needs to be removed from the food chain in favor of Luis, but gives Michael 2105 
a last chance.  Michael reveals to Luis where Santiago is, not knowing of their connection.  
Andre and Matthews discover the reasons Internal Affairs is investigating them.  Andre talks 
with Thad about the issues and breaks down in front of his wife Edie. 
 
Cycle 9: In cycle nine, Dunk remembers part of the events that lead to his amnesia and is 2110 
traumatized by them.  He relapses as he searches out and finds the wine used for services.  He 
and Thad have an argument that turns lightly physical.  Beca tries to interfere, as she understands 
the addict’s side of addiction and argues for Dunk.  Santiago tries to mediate and Thad becomes 
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angry at Santiago because he was supposed to be watching over Beca and Dunk.  Thad and 
Andre talk and we discover that Thad has a temper and that is part of why he went into the 2115 
priesthood.  Andre is showing stress under the investigation and his unsure home-life, of which 
he begins to question his choices in life.  Michael realizes that everything has been orchestrated 
to move him out of Derek’s organization and that he has become a liability, one that must be 
eliminated. 
 2120 
Cycle 10: Cycle ten is the last cycle in book two.  The wine is locked up and out of Dunk’s 
reach.  Dunk has to deal with the realization that he is an alcoholic and a Muslim, and the 
meaning of the two conflicting situations.  He begins praying in the church, which creates 
tension between Thad and the other priests.  He and Dunk argue.  Thad asks Dunk to leave.  
Beca and Santiago become closer and their relationship turns physical.  Matthews has issues 2125 
with Beca’s growing relationship with Santiago.  Thad is discovered beaten and in critical 
condition.  Evidence points to Santiago, but Dunk, Beca, and Michael are not ruled out.  
Santiago and Beca run and go into hiding.  Hicks and Walsh are officially on the investigation.  
Andre and Matthews investigate unofficially.  Andre is naturally distraught and near 
uncontrollable.  Michael also goes into hiding as word goes out on the street that he is to be 2130 
made “an example.”  Luis, now the leader of the Perdidos begins the hunt. 
 
Cycle 11: Cycle eleven begins the third and last book.  Dunk cannot bring himself to return 
to the streets, but has little choice.  Hungry, he goes to Hashim’s and tries to steal food.  He is 
caught, but Hashim invites him in instead of reporting it.  Hashim and his son Mehrdod argue 2135 
over the elder’s decision.  Andre and Matthews are suspended pending Internal Affairs’ 
investigation.  They are suspected of tampering with evidence and trafficking in drugs.  Andre 
visits Thad who is comatose in intensive care.  He argues with Edie.  Beca and Santiago go to 
Beca’s apartment.  He leaves to find food as everything is spoiled.  Beca faces temptation as she 
finds a forgotten cache of drugs.  Billy comes in and finds her sitting at the table.  Santiago runs 2140 
into several Perdidos on the street beating up Michael.  He does not recognize Michael at first.  
He saves Michael, and then beats him up.  Hurt, Michael seeks help from Hicks and Walsh. 
 
Cycle 12: In cycle twelve, Hicks and Walsh hold Michael up long enough for Luis to arrive.  
Luis beats the already injured Michael.  Derek comes in and stops him before he kills Michael.  2145 
Because they were friends of sorts, Derek gives Michael his life.  Dunk finds Michael stumbling 
around injured in an alley.  He brings Michael into Hashim’s.  Santiago returns to Beca and finds 
Matthews there.  They argue and get into a fight over Beca.  Beca reveals the events that lead to 
her running away and chooses to go stay with Michael.  Matthews threatens Santiago, but 
because of Beca, he leaves and tells them to leave the apartment also.  Matthews reveals to 2150 
Andre the full connection between him and Beca.  Andre suspects that Matthews is guilty of 
stealing and selling drugs and blames him for Thad’s attack. 
 
Cycle 13:  Dunk tends to Michael’s injuries.  They talk about their pasts and find common 
ground.  Beca goes to Hashim’s to get food.  She runs into Dunk who is helping in the store.  2155 
Dunk talks to Hashim, who offers to allow her and her “friend” to hide out in the storeroom.  
Hashim does not realize her friend is Santiago.  When she returns to Hashim’s with Santiago, 
Hashim, Mehrdod, and Santiago argue, but Hashim allows them to stay.  Mehrdod leaves.  Hicks 
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and Walsh tell Andre where to find Michael and Santiago.  Santiago discovers Michael and starts 
to finish the job, but Dunk appeals to him by pointing out that he has become exactly what he 2160 
hates. 
 
Cycle 14: In cycle fourteen, Andre goes to Hashim’s and attempts to kill Santiago.  Andre 
points a gun to Santiago’s head and has to make the hard choice whether or not to shoot.  A fire 
begins.  Matthews has followed his partner and tries to convince him not to shoot.  Beca 2165 
succeeds.  Dunk moves into action and begins pulling people from the burning building.  
Matthews pulls Michael out saving his life.  Dunk, now remembering everything, tells everyone 
that he was a firefighter in 9/11 and saved himself instead of helping others.  He was knocked 
out trying to escape the building.  He began drinking to ease his guilt and to calm the “visions” 
and lights he was now seeing.  Michael reveals the connection between Derek, Luis, Hicks, and 2170 
Walsh, and offers to testify against them if they will cut a deal.  He tells them that Derek is a 
Blood.  Santiago goes after Luis, finding him in his apartment.  Luis brags about having Angelo 
killed and murdering Sanchez in order to make the Perdidos part of the Bloods.  Santiago throws 
Luis out the window. 
 2175 
Cycle 15: Cycle fifteen concludes the story.  Thad wakes up and tells Andre that Luis 
attacked him.  Andre and Edie talk and Andre agrees to spend more time at home and involve 
himself less in other people’s lives because it nearly cost Thad his life.  Dr. Potter tells Dunk he 
has trauma-induced synthesia and that surgery may be able to help.  Beca decides to return 
home, Dunk is going with her on the way back to New York.  Santiago decides to become a 2180 
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can’t do anything that might make life a little bit easier for you.”  Behind him, Johnson just 
stood against the door and glared.  He was definitely playing the bad cop. 2445 
“Your friend, Big D, he lead us to you.  He made a deal because he was looking at going 
to prison for a while.  Big D thought you might be able to help us out and maybe we could do 
the same.  If you need some time, we’ll give it to you, but remember the clock is ticking.  We’ve 
only got about ten hours left before we have to enter a charge.  Or if you want a lawyer, we’ve 
got even less.  But its up to you.  We’ll step outside and let you think about it.  Okay?” 2450 
Michael just nodded.  He wanted some time to think.  Big D had been trying to warn 
him, to tell him what to do.  He hated that.  He might work with D, he didn’t work for him, at 
least not the way he liked to think about it.  D worked for him.  Brought him what he needed, 
the drugs to sell to his friends, to move on the streets, to get D into the more expensive 
neighborhoods and schools, all the places Big D couldn’t go.  No, he didn’t work for D, it was the 2455 
other way around.  And if Big D rolled over on him, then to hell with their history, he wasn’t 
going to help Big D out. 
